DEATH

1 THANK God I have not those strait liga-
ments, or narrow obligations to the World, as
to dote on life, or be convulst and tremble at the
name of death. Not that I am insensible of the
dread and horrour thereof; or by raking into the
bowels of the deceased, continual sight of Anat-
omies, Skeletons, or Cadaverous reKques, like
Vespilloes, or Grave-makers, I am become
stupid, or have forgot the apprehension of Mor-
tality; but that, marshalling all the horrours,
and contemplating the extremities thereof, I find
not anything therein able to daunt the courage
of a man, much less a well-resolved Christian;
and therefore am not angry at the errour of our
first Parents, or unwilling to bear a part of this
common fate, and like the best of them to dye,
that is, to cease to breathe, to take a farewell of
the elements, to be a kind of nothing for a mo-
ment, to be within one instant of a Spirit. When I
take a full view and circle of my self without this
reasonable moderator, and equal piece of Justice,
Death, I do conceive my self the miserablest
person extant. Were there not another life that I
hope for, all the vanities of this World should
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